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Some truths are hidden until you’re ready.
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CHAPTER ONE


“I’m not nearly drunk enough for this kind of nonsense,” Neil said as Kat plunked down two steins of honey mead.

“Another ale?” Kat asked, looking to Ward as Calbach and Neil both drank deeply.

Ward nodded. He watched Neil drain his mead and shout to Kat for more. The day wasn’t exactly going as planned. The surprise visit from Foster, and Shiawase’s revelations, hadn’t left him in a good mood.

He didn’t blame Neil as the fairy took a new stein from Kat. Neil had seen shit that would leave most men a puddle of goo in their boots. Ward knew the fairy was almost as fierce a fighter as Foster, but sometimes a drink was all that helped in the aftermath. Ward sipped at his ale.

“I don’t think Neil’s going to be much use in the streets.” Calbach eyed the lilting fairy as Neil slammed his drink home.

“I can still walk,” Neil said. “That means I can still fight. You tell them, Ward. Tell him how we fought that basilisk. That was a good fight.”

Calbach groaned. “Not this story again.”

“I don’t think I’ve heard this one,” Kat said. She filled an empty stein, and then pulled a chair up to the side of their booth.

Ward took a long pull from his ale and leaned back into the worn leather cushions. “It’s been a few years now, and it was the end of the necromancer known as Ezekiel.”
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The brilliant explosions of light and sound cascading in a dome overhead would have been beautiful if Ward hadn’t known what it meant. Falias was under attack, and in a way thought to be impossible. Many creatures had tried to breach the walls in the past, but he’d heard no tales of those that came from the sky.

It was clear something was crashing against the city’s shields, but try as he might, Ward couldn’t see so much as a shadow hitting them. He could hear the cries of the Fae in the nearby coliseum, and the welling panic made a distinctly different sound than masses watching an event, blood sport or not.

Ward hurried toward the edge of the city, wanting to know what was coming for Falias, and wanting to figure out if he should be getting himself and his apprentice the hell out of its way. Halfway to the wall, Ward raised his Sight, and his steps faltered.

One of the massive blue trunks that formed the webwork of ley lines through Falias was… broken. There weren’t things attacking the dome of the city, there was only power. And it was tearing the fabric of the shield to pieces. Bursts of orange light and sickly red floated into the ether as lightning strike after strike eroded the dome.

Ward sprinted through the crowds as best he could. Heather would be back at the hostel near the courtyard. He needed to get to her, and fast. He weaved through the frozen Fae caught staring into the sky like living, breathing statues. He clung to the walls of golden brickwork where he could to avoid any unwanted attention, catching the sleeves of his cloak on more than one artfully roughed up cornerstone.

He’d almost reached the hostel when the first blast breached the outer wall of Falias, and a city untouched by outside attacks in a thousand years felt the wrath of a god.

Black fire like a cannon shot broke through the dome, cutting through a finial deeper inside the city only to blink out of existence a second later. The damage was done, and in slow motion, that tower leaned to the side, dust and debris hissing out from the cracked structure before it gave way in earnest.

Ward’s steps faltered. The city took a collective breath as the stone picked up speed, and the earth shook with the impact of the massive tower. Clouds of debris raced down the street as tiny pebbles bounced and pinged across roofs and Fae alike.

A glance over his shoulder showed Ward the towering beast at the wall. The pointed ears, corrupted flesh, and the long snout of a creature that shouldn’t have been real. Ley lines arced up into the thing, bent to its will as it gathered more power.

Someone ran into Ward, breaking his concentration. He turned in time to choke on the thick cloud of dust and stone as it hurtled past, leaving the world caked in a cloak of yellow.

He charged forward, tripping over Fae and animals and stalls before reaching the hostel. It was still standing, but something else crumbled in the distance. Another burst of blue light fractured into a black fire.

Ward skidded to the staircase and took them two at a time, calling out to Heather even as he fumbled with the crystalline key in the door. The hinges whispered open, silent in the rumble of another falling building.

“Did you see it?” Heather asked, her long brown hair hanging past her jaw as she carved something into a square of gray metal on the table before her.

“You need to get out of here,” Ward said. “That thing is beyond you. It may be beyond all of us.”

“It’s Ezekiel,” Heather said. “You told me he’d come here. You were right.”

Ward stared hard at the runes Heather was carving into the metal. “What are you doing?”

“Changing it.”

He almost snarled as he traced the twisted runes in his mind. “You cannot use that magic, Heather. The cost is too great.”

“A handful of lives to save a city.” Heather’s voice betrayed no emotion, and she did not look up from the carving blade she was etching with.

“No,” Ward snapped, reaching for the gray disc. Electricity erupted down his arm, almost throwing him to the ground.

“I was hoping you wouldn’t say that,” Heather said, glancing up and showing the disappointment in her narrowed blue eyes for only a moment. “It’s a means to an end.”

Ward climbed back to a knee and let out a long sigh, his words quieter. “It’s a path we cannot return from.”

“You did.” She traced the outer circle that would close the magic, allowing the magic to take its price.

“Get out of here!” someone shouted behind him.

Ward turned to find the small Fae man who cared for the hostel. He wasn’t the most pleasant of beings, but he didn’t deserve this. Gray cracks raced across his flesh. He gaped at his hands in confusion, trying to form words that wouldn’t come.

The gray disc glowed in Heather’s hands as she lifted it. The circle of eight tridents, each with three strikes through the staff, would have been a beautiful sight if not for damned runes set between each. A corruption of an ancient symbol of protection.

Ward regained his feet, catching sight of another tower collapsing in the distance outside an arched window. If Falias couldn’t stop Ezekiel, no one could. He glanced back at Heather. He’d once shared her view, that the ends always justified the means, but sometimes the price was too high to pay.

“Are you going to fight me?” Heather asked, her fingers hovering above the tattoos on her left arm.

Ward stared into her eyes, and watched the darkness stir. A darkness he’d hoped she’d left far behind. “No, Heather. Never.”

“Never is a long time, old man. Watch your back out there.”

And with that, his apprentice walked into the hall, leaving him to the silence of the room, and the screams of a dying city.


CHAPTER TWO


Heather’s approach had been twisted, but she’d given Ward another idea. He sat down at the same table and etched furiously on another of the gray metal discs. A great deal of the magicks that weren’t tattooed on their flesh started with Nordic and Icelandic sigils, with some dating from a time before men remembered.

The irony of Ward using a sigil, often a witchcraft repellant, didn’t escape him. But the original purpose could always be twisted. He finished the circle and the knot within before adding runes of power inside each of the loops and closing the entire etching in a larger circle.

He’d made a shield once out of a similar pattern, but this was something more. This should be able to handle the power leaking out from a broken ley line so he could harness it himself without burning up in a tower of blue fire.

Of course, testing it meant he had to get in front of that black fire, and then it wouldn’t much matter if he was wrong.

Another blast shook the building. Ward gathered what he could into an iron safe and locked it. If the building survived, he could come back. If it didn’t, or if he didn’t, at least no Fae would be getting their hands on arts they shouldn’t have.

By the time Ward exited the hostel, some of the dust on the streets had cleared. Debris hung in the air









































































OEBPS/i/i1.png





OEBPS/i/i2.png








Copyright (c) 2011 by Bernd Montag (berndmontag@gmx.de), with Reserved Font Name 'Sansation'

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


OEBPS/cover.jpg
THE VESIK SERIES

BOOK THIRTEEN





